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0QW& WORK TO BOB ISN'T WORK TO HIM, IT IS 
A FORM OF RELAXATION BECAUSE HE EN- 
JOYS HARD-RIDI NO, FIST- FIGHTS( HE WAS 1NTER- 
SCH0LAST1C MIDDLE- WEIGHT CHAMP AT SCHOOL) 

AND TACKLING OF VILLIANS ( HE HAD AN UN- 
USUAL SCHOOL GRIDIRON RECORD)' 



AT SCHOOL HE WAS A FOUR- 
LETTER ATHLETE IN FOOT- 
BALL, BASEBALL, BASKETBALL, 
SWIMMING. HE WAS AN ICE-MAN, 
LIFE -GUARD AN ALSO A BOXER 
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TIM MCCOY BRINGS BACKJi 

Utf> PROVE? rilAI YOUVE 6of TO KNOW A 
CATTLE BUSTLER WHEN VOO SEE ONE 






COR MONTHS NOW BIU BENSOHOWCBOFTHETUMeUNST fWOl£ 
HAP BEEN THE VICTIM Of CATTLE RtXTlEfiS„.,FROM THE 6REAT f 
PANW, JUST NORTH OF THE ARIZONA BORDER 10 OR ?0 STEERS! 
WOULD DISAPPEAR OVERNISHTSTOLEN APPABENTLY IjV A I 
PHANTOM,,,, THEY GOULD BE TRAILED INTO THE LAVA BEDS I 
THAT BORDERED THE MEXKAN DESERT, BUT IN THE END THE [ 
TRAIL WOULD VANISH MO SOWOUl07W£AN/MAli/ \ 
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I CANT BELIEVE !T BUT I ONLY!* 
SEE THE PRINTS OF ONE HORSE / J 
THIS <2WT BE A ONE-MAN JOB/ 




IN THE CANTINA AT SOMOZA — 
-AND SENOR BENSON WILL PAV 
PLENTY DINEP-O TD THE MAN WHO 

WILL LEAD MIM TO m m ' 

THE RUSTLERS I^CWUMBa! 
NOTfDffME. 
'lOi BAND/DOS.' me/ 



IU6IVE eiveTWuiun 

OOiMWTOTHEMANMIO 

HAS THE NERVE ID SET 

BACK THAT FORTY HEAD 



THERE ISNTA MAN IN THE 
WHOLE DISTRICT1L DO IT^j 
THOSE MEXI«NS ARE. 
PLUMB •ZARED/TiiAVOU VE- 
TO DEATH^ianD FIND THEN AND BRING IN THE 
MAN -WHILE YOU WERE 1|^ MAN THAT 
„,„„~..^^. ,„„ ,. ,, , AWAY WE LOST FORTY MEAD J|^. RUSTLED 
WU/HOOMDQSBIORy \ (_ OFFTHEWEST ACREAGE- /^^^THEM 
IT'S SETTINS ON 
MY NERVES 
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A FEW DAV5 UT6Q IN THE TOWN OF PIUTE PASS. AP.IZ,., 
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V S 1*4 A BOABIN6 WILDCAT.'^^^i 
( J CAN LICK MY W£I6I£_^^M 

Af%. iNALLietmasJy^. 
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wIiike^s^ 
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1 




<^ 






YOU FELLOWS MAKE ME SICK 
HE'< &OT VOU ALL BLUFFED TO 
A4TANDSTILL-BUTIDONT 
BLUFF EASILY- ~ 
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IFYOUbEINTKKtH) 

iutokemxitobill 
and \ benson -heu put 
mmmk 

TUffDEAL 
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THE TENTH DAY DAWNS„„WIILTHE STRANSER 
RETURN WITH THE STOLEN CATTLE AND THE 

RUSTLEB AND CLAIM HI* REWARP ? OR HAS 
HE, TOO, LIKE 50 MANY OTHERS, SURRENDERED 

TOTHEBUSTBJIN^TRAOOESS DESERT? ■ 
THIS IS THE DAY THAT WILL VBiL.-.j. 



,4 p } »i?\, 
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f HE OAV 

»A«6D,„. 
TOE50NI4 

51NWN6 
BEVONOTHE 

MOUNTAINS 

and were hm 
sknnosisn 

CWTWEWO-6UN 
TOTIN6 SBWKER 



WELL, THE BRIN&'EM BACK KID ) NOPE, i 
DIDNTSHOWUR DID ME ? 2y HOPEV 




IFyou were rismt,tim .'l 

HE'S COME BACK, AND £ 

^UES&OT THE STOLEN «| 

MLCATrLE WITH HIM-gj. 


^ri 


Cl WAS 5l«f 
■ WE WOOD/ 

•^ -* ' -> 
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HEBE'S THE MONEY CEADV 
COB YOU WHEN YOU'VE 
EABNEDIT— I DONT 
CABE AGOUT TME CATTLE 
WWW I WANT IS THE MAN 
WHO 'JTOLE THEM/ 
DIDYOU8BIN6 
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rOU»0-!!«K'* SIMPLETON 
LOOK WHAT YOU'VE DONE 
YOU'VE DISLOCATED OUR 

STAR VILLAIN'S JAW/ 



c 


WELL, WHEN TV 
^PEOPLE LEAVE 


ESE MOVIE MAKIN' 

TOWN WE'LL BE 

A'WAITIN' FER 

UM' AN --BUZZ 

> BUZZZ.BZZZ,-- 


(jjCi%! 




%^Co 


ZS\'i^^ r 


g&Nt 


i^T, 1 
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^ \oHra* 



LATER- -A FEW 
MILES OUT OF TOWN- 


iO.K.THISISA \ 
1 STIOKUP.' OET ~ 
OUT WIF YO HANDS 
\ UP/ j— 


ff%^> 


i 




^STuffr?^ 
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[ DON'T WORRY, — YO' CAN if 


-vi, ( NOW, 1 KNOW EVERYBODY 


IPICK UM' LATER IN TOWN !/ *\ 


KM) \ AROUND HERE IS 






"K^JTT NUTS .' /j 




[v^n-Its^t^"^/' ( >."?$$ 
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HEY, WHERE IS YO 
OOIN'.YOU IS 
FORGETTIN' YOUR 
CAMERA/ 




PECOS.SHERIFF, YOU 
CABBAGE HEADS.' < 
THAT WASRATUESNAKE 


'Wfc£....WAlT, PECOS 

AIN'T YOU GONNA TAKE 
ta YO HOSS??.?jp < 


IKE' AN' GOFERFACED 1 
MIKE', AN' THEY REALLYj 
ROBBED TH'BANK/lTTO 


jo 


P" J - "■■^NOPEJ 

AH IS IN UH 

it» HURRY THIS < 

Mm time? ^ 
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KSMi 


;yftpL 
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AH, HATES UNCOUTH ' **v 

FBT-A- CUFFS,— LET'S JUST 
MAKE THIS A QUICKIE, EH £ 
BCTisrrOTipfTSjgr^"^ 




' y^?$-*W&sL\ 










«. 



AND AS PECOS RETIBNS 
MOVE MAKERS ARE BACK IN 
TOWN- 
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ffu" WAS MORE THAN A HUNDRED YEARS 

AGO, A YOUNG SEAMAN CARVED FROM 
A PIECE OF Y/OOD, A MODEL OF A REVOL- 
VES WHICH WAS THE FIRST OF ITS KIND 
EVER ATTEMPTED THE WOODEN MODEL, 
WAS THE REPLICA OF THE FAMOUS r COLT, 
WHICH LATER HELD A HIGH PLACE IN 
THE DEVELOPMENT OF THE UNITED 
STATES. THE ARTIST HAS MADE W I LLUS- 
TRATED STORY OF HOW THE COLT FIG- 
URED IN MANY HISTORIC EVENTS, FROM 
THE BIRTH OFTHE COLT MORE THAN A 
CENTURY AGO 





> EC EXACT IT WAS IN 1830 THAT YOUNG SAM 
"= UPON THE IDEA OF ARE- 
' VOLINS GUN WITHAAUIO 
MATIC REVOLUTION AND 
LOCKING OFCYUNOER 



A FEW YEARS LATER, LACKING MONEY FOR A 
SKILLED GUNSMITH, HE HIRED A MECHANIC 
WHO MAOE TWO CBUDE MODELS, ONE DIO NOT 

FIRE AND THE OTHER BLEW UP» 
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'THEAGEOF _. 

ING SAM WAS NOT 
DISCOURAGED WTHE 
FAILURE OF HIS EX- 
PERIMENTS.MESET 
OUTTOEARNENOUSJ 
MONEY TO FURTHER 
HIS AMBITIONS. HE 
GREW A BEARD AND 
ADOPTED THE NAME 
OF*PB.e«IW"AND 
TRAVELED FROM TOWN 
TOTOWN DEMONSTB1 
ING THE EFFECTS* 
LAUSHIN6 SAS-. 



THIS WAsfHE BEGINNING OF THE 
CO LT FORTUNE. 

STEP RISHTUPSENTS.'), 

I HAVE IN «V HAND A 

SMALL BOTTLE THAT 15 

6UARANTEEUT0MAKE f 

ANY MAN, BOY, OR GIRL,/ 

LAUGH' 



n 



W IS3S WUNSCOLT HAD MADE ENOLtH 
MONEY TO BEGIN H6 EXPERIMENTS 
ON HIS BEVOLVER. I I 



■ 




k PATENT WAS GRANTED TO HIM FOR 
HIS FOLDING-TRIGGER HAMMER REVOL 
VER AND HAMM.ERLESS RIFLE. 



■Tat last/ at last/ 1 
|( it has been a long" 
■■vstru66lebutn0w 
vn0thin6 can stop 






^ITHANK YOU SIrJ 




'ERE YOU ARE SIR, 1 






A PATENT FOR YOUR/i 




$Uk TRAVELED TO 
ENSLAND, HERE HE 


COLT REVOLVER. /I 




"wM 




APPLIED FORA BRITISH 




*TENTFORPROTKTI» 




ON HIS SUN, 


i# 










PS* ^Sft 1 




■ 






. 







SOLT THEN RETURNED BACK TO 
AMERICA ORGANIZED THE PAT- 
ENT ARMS MANUFACTURE CO. IN 
FATERSON, NEW JERSEY 
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shortly after the fir* eeganto fail. 

but before bankruptcy colt gathered 
a80ut5o of the famous paterson colt 
repeating Rifles and sold them to 
col. william harvey for use in the sem 
inole war, at a price of $125 each, he 
started north with about 4600oin 

HIS POCKET TO REORGANIZE HIS FIRttBlfl 
FATE STEPPED IN, HE WAS SHIP WRECKED 
AND BARELY ESCAPED WITH HIS LIFE HIS 
MONEV AND BELONGINGS WERE LOST IN 
THE SUNKEN J1HIP/ 



WtHOUT THE AID OF THE COLT REPEATING , 
WLES AGAINST INDIANS AND RENE6ADES,PR} 
IgBjiJ^kUfpT t 




H.mOk CONTRIBUTED ITS SUCCESS ALSO TO 

FHE COLT REVOLVER.THE FAMOUS PONY EXPRESS UN- 
ABLE TDCARRY EXTRA WEIGHT COULD NOT CARRY A 
RIFLE BUT THE RIDER WAS ABLE TO CAREY A COLT 
REVOLVER IN HIS BELT FOR HIS ONLY DEFENSE/ 
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ffM COMING OF THE GOLD RUSH ERA SKY- 
ROCKETED THE SALE OF THECOLTGUN WHICI- 
WAS0R.I6INALLY SELLING FOE S 25 TO THE 
OUTFITTERS WHO NTURN SOLD THEM TO THE 
MINERS FOR MSOTOS:"" 




9URIN6 THE CIVIL WAR IN THE YEARI8b2 SAM* 
UEL COLT PAWED AWAY, BUT PROGRESS OT THE 
COLT DID NOT STOP THERE BECAUSE TO FOUN 
DEC HAD DIED. IT WENT ON, MIXING IN THE 
PAGES OF HISTORY 
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Pioneering With Gen. Putnam 

Jhom J/w ScAafiiaoA />/ fat. Jim WkCotf 



The next time you visit Lake George and 
observe its placid waters it wili be difficult for 
you to realise that this little picture lake was 
once the scene of bloody battles and savage 
Indian attacks. The magnificent forests, reflect- 
ed in the calm surface of the blue waters, are 
so restful that the cruelties of savage fighting 
hardly seem to have a place in such a setting. 
Now a number of hotels grace the banks of 
Lake George. Sail-boats and canoes of summer 
holidayers dot its waters. Peace reigns where 
once chaos was the master. 

We must thank General Putnam for this 
fairy land. He was born in 1718 when roads 
were dangerously narrow and clearings unsafe. 
Children did not go alone to school because of 
the unfriendly Indians. 

Young Putnam learned to shoot and trap 
and became noted as a fine fisherman. He had 
a good vigorous frame and loved the forest. 
Many a day he had tocut his way through this 
same forest to make a path that would lead 
him to school. Israel went to school but left 
before he mastered the three R's. General Put- 
nam was often heard to say "Self-reliance 
makes the man. A pioneer's son from early 
youth is taught the battle of adversity. He 
learns a rough and hard-grained philosophy, 
fire, determination and perseverance." 

Israel Putnam could not write his name, but 
he did things. Long before the United States 
was united, Israel Putnam lived where forests 
were deep, men were rough and passions were 
strong. To Putnam, who was looking for ad- 
venture, this was an ample opportunity to gra- 
tify his desires. 

Even as a small boy, this little pioneer 
possessed a coolness and daring which made 
him a leader among his contemporaries. 

One day when very young he climbed a 
tree in order to save a bird's nest. Just as he 
was about to reach the nest, his clothes caught 
on a limb. He slipped to one side and would 
have fallen to the ground had not a curved 
branch caught and held him. One of his play- 
mates named Randall was in the group, with 
a rifle under his arm, Randall was noted to be 
a crack shot. Putnam called to him, 



"Jim Randall is there a bullet left in your 
rifle I" 

"Yes," answered the laughing Randall, 
who had never seen such a funny sight as Put- 
nam presented. 

"You see this limb that holds me prisoner 
up here? Fire at it." Jim Randall was very re- 
luctant about obeying this order. He was afnfld 
he might hit Putnam instead of the limb. 

"Shoot," answered Israel. "Better blow out 
my brains than allow myself to be choked to 
death, as I soon shall be if you don't shoot. 
Shoot! I tell you, Shoot!" 

A sharp crack sounded in the forest; the 
splinters flew from the branch that held Israel, 
and with a thump, the future general felt to 
the ground. 

"Are you hurt?" asked his companions. 

"No! and furthermore, I aim to have that 
bird's nest." Two days later Young Putnam 
returned, climbed that same tree and captured 
his prize. 

Israel Putnam grew up with deeds of dar* 
ing. Life in old New England was good for 
hunters, pioneers, and frontiersmen. Land was 
cheap and easily had, men married early in 
life, and raised large families. Putnam, too, took 
a wife at the age of twenty and settled near 
the Mohegan River at Pomfret, Connecticut, 
upon a plot of cleared ground that his father 
had given him. 

He lived happily for a number of years, 
interesting himself in his farm and the breed- 
ing of sheep. His flocks were the finest in that 
part of the country and he made a great deal of 
money from the sale of his wool. There waa 
a large powerful female wolf nearby who liked 
mutton as well as he did. Each night she would 
raid the farm, sinking her cruel jaws into the 
throat of an unsuspecting lamb, kill it and drag 
the body home to her lair to feed her numer- 
ous young. 

Putnam became enraged when he saw his 
flock diminishing. Traps were set for the old 
wolf. Once she was caught but gnawed her 
toes and regained her liberty. They set dogs 
on her trail but she eluded them. 
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Putnam was burning with anger and vowed 
to avenge the loss of his sheep. A large group of 
men and boys gathered at the mouth of the 
cave where the wolf lived, bringing straw and 
sulphur to Smoke out their enemy. 

Several hounds entered the cave but the 
wolf bit and clawed them bo savagely that she 
drove them yelping, to the open. Smoke and 
sulphur fumes could not move her.. With glo' 
ing eyeballs and savage howls, she stood 
the mouth of the cave and dared her pursuers, 

For twenty-four hours she kept the hunts- 
men at bay and Putnam lost all patience. "'. 
am going into the cave myself!" he shouted. 

"Nol No!" cried the men,"you will be torn 
to shreds," 

Putnam could not be dissuaded. He select* 
ed two pieces of birch-bark, lighting one for 
a torch and holding the other before him as 
he penetrated the gloomy depths of the cave. 
The way was low and narrow — he had to ad- 
vance on his hands and knees. He tied a rope 
to one foot and slowly crawling along, soon 
came to the rear of the cave. There stood the 
wolf backed against the wall, snarling at him. 
She snapped at him, opened her jaws, and mov- 
ed forward as though she were going to spring. 

Putnam pulled on the rope and like sailors 
upon the windlass of a vessel, hand over hand 
they dragged him back into the open. His 
clothes were torn, he was' bruised and scratched, 
but his first words were, "Boys, give me my 
rifle, I'm going in again, and finish that wolf." 

In a .moment he was in the mouth of the 
cave crawling towards the savage animal who, 
terrified at the burning birch, slank back into 
the cave. Nearer and nearer came the angered 
Putnam until the flickering gleam of his torch 
made it possible for him to spot his enemy. 
Then, raising his rifle to his shoulder, he fired 
at the head of the wolf. A dull roar was fol- 
lowed by a cloud of suffo eating smoke. Giving 
a kick to the rope, the fearless Putnam was 
pulled into the open, dragging the wolf by its 
head. 

The newspapers of France and England 
featured this heroic battle, but as was the cust- 
om, exaggerated the deed and stated; "There 
were ten wolves in the cave, and a bear with 
her cubs." "Put" had a reputation far greater 
than he was entitled to for this episode. 

When the British and American troops 
gathered at Fort Edward for an advance upon 
the French strongholds at Crown Point and Ti- 
conderoga on Lake George, "Old Put" was sent 
forward to discover the number of the enemy 
and the disposition of its forces. With him went 
young Lieutenant Durkee, who was as brave 
and skilled as Putnam himself. 



, The French had an unusual method of ar- 
ranging their sentinels which caused the two 
scouts much difficulty. The English posted their 
guards near their fires but the French and In- 
dians kindled their fires in the centre of their 
line, and posted their sentries in the surround- 
ing darkness. Thinking the French patrols were 
behind the fires, Durkee and Putnam crept for- 
ward and were soon in the circle of bright 
flames. Suddenly a raging war-whoop rang out, 
and there they were discovered by their Indian 
enemies. A shot rang out, injuring Durkee jn 
the thigh. Knowing that safety lay only in 
flight, they turned to make a getaway. 

Crash! sounded the rifles in the rear, and 
a hail of leaden missiles surrounded them. They 
reached a giant log and crouched well beyond 
the range of the bullets. 

Putnam began to laugh thinking that they 
were now out of danger. 

"Let's drink to our good fortune! I've" a 
little rum in my canteen, Durkee, you drink 
first." Just as it reached his lips, there was a 
Whizz! as a bullet pierced the tin. Not a single 
drop of rum remained. They both laughed at 
this, but stopped laughing when they found 
next day that they had fourteen bullet holes in 
the blanket they carried wrapped around their 
shoulders. "It was indeed a narrow escape," 
they said. 

"Old Put" was the .hero of many hazard- 
ous adventures. One day, he and a few men 
were in a boat on the Eastern side of the Hud- 
son River. Suddenly he heard a whistle from 
the opposite shore announcing the approach 
of danger; the men shouted to him that a band 
of Indiana were descending upon him. Below 
was a waterfall and rapids of unknown dan- 
gers. What was he to do? As the warning 
reached him, he caught sight of the Indians. 
If he crossed the river he would be instantly 
killed. Unheaistatingly, he turned the bow of 
the boat towards the rapids and was soon 
headed for the eddying current. The boat swirl- 
ed in the current and Putnam's companions 
looked about them in terror. Old Put did not 
lose his head. Quickly seizing an oar, he stuck 
it through a rowlock in the stern and guided 
the little boat through the foaming waterB to 
safety. Putnam's fame became well established 
not only among white men, but among the red- 
men as well. 

In December, 1779 he began to feel ill and 
not many years after that he died quietly at 
his farm, surrounded by his loved ones. He was 
buried with all the honor it was possible to 
bestow upon a soldier who had so prominently 
figured in the history of the New World. 

So let's bow our heads and utter a prayer 
of thankfulness for such brave heroes as our 
Pioneering General — Israel Putnam. 
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AMOt- 

. A SPANISH WORO, USEP IN THE 
JORDERCATTLE countrymeansgood 

||g0lflNfingKl7sFFvmilATFP 




DANIEL (OOM- 

A CONTEMPTUOUS TITLE SIV 

EN THE LONG-HAIRED PSEUPO 
SCOUTS ANP WOULD BE BAP 
A\EN. 




rELYBT OOUCH- 

COWKXS SLANS NAME FOR 
HIS BED-ROLL 




WA« BONNET- 
ANOTHER SLANG NAME FOR 
COWBOY'S HAT 




I DON'T KNOW 
HOW THIS WAS 
EVER GIVEN 
THIS NAME BUT 
IT MEAN4 A 
SIX-SHOOTER 



A'RIGHT YA CARD- SHARP 
YOU'RE PRETTY GOOD WITH 
YOUR TONGUE, LET'S SEE 
ARGUE WITH'DEWEY' " 

AND ' 
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PET NAME FOBA 
SHARP? RIFLE, CAL- 
LED THIS BECAUSE 
IT COULD ALWAYS 
BE DEPENDED 
UPON. 
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JIMMY AND CANNONBALL ENROUTE TO 

CANON CITY TO FILE A HOMESTEAD 

CLAIM, PASS THROUGH ROWING FALLS 
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KATE PERSUADES JESSICA TO TAKE 
THE SHERIFF TO A DOCTOR IN LANSING... 




KATE HIDES THE GUNS IN 
THE WAGON IN WHICH JESSICA 

IS USING TO CARRY THE 
^.SHERIFF... 
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NEBRASKA HOLDS OR JIMMY 1N0 
CANNONBAU. TO PREVENT 
INTER FERCNCE... 
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i^TER HE HAD RE- 
CORDED HIS CLAIM. 
HE HEADED FOR HIS 
BROTHERS HOUSE TO 
TRY TO PERSUADE HIM 
TO DIS OUT THE RICH 
ORE THAT WAS BURIED 
IN TOMBSTONE 



ITELLYAAL, THE F 
S COVERED WITH RICH 
ORE, I'M SURE IF WE 
DUG LONG ENOUGH WE'D ' 
HIT IT RICH/ 



AFT5R SUCCEEDING IN PERSUADING 
HIS BROTHER AL IN JOINING HIIA, 
BOTH HEAD FORTHE CLAIM. 
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W BW, THE TOWN OF TOMBSTONE 

•jus laid out, and in jesi itwas 

ADE THE SEAT OF COCHISE COUNTY' 




OUTLAW5 CARD- SHARPS. 
GAMBLERS ARRIVED TO 
OPEN GAMBLING HALLS. 
OUT OF THREE BUILDINGS, 
TWO WERE SALOONS OR 
GAMBLING DENS. 
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TOl FEUD BETWEEN THE 
EARPS AND CLANTONS 
8B0UGHT TOMBSTONE'S 
mSTOBY TO ITS HEIGHT IN 
DISORDER. IT STARTED 
WHEN THE CLANTONS 
AND WLOWERYS.A GBOUP 
OF COWBOYS ACCUSED 
MC HOUIPAY A MEMBER 
OFTHEEARPOAN.OF 
HOLDINSUP ASTAGE- 
"" "» AND KIU.INS- 




niUH6S BETWEEN THESE TWO GROUPS 
CONTINUED UNTIL THE REMAINING 
rABPS BED AFTER K1LUNS MOBf MEtt 



WRL READERS. THERE \OU HAVE THE BlfiTTH HISTORY 
OF ONE OF THE MOST FAMOUS WESTERN TOWNS THERE 1 
WERE MORE KILLINGS AND MASSACRES LATERON, BUT * 
GRADUALLY LAW AND ORDER WAS RESTORED AND 
TOMBSTONE SETTLED DOWN TO BECONVE A<?UIET^ 
WESTERN TOWN 




THE DISCOVERER OF GREAT SALT LAKE 
IN 1824, AND WAS ONE OF THE FIRST 
WHITE WEN TO EXPLORE THE YELLOW- 
STONE PARK REGION EXTENSIVELY. HE 
BUILT FORT BRlDGER, ATRADING TOST IN 
1842 ON THE BLACK FORK OF ©REEN RIVER 
HE COULO MAP ANY PfeRT OF THE ROCKY MOON- 



«1 



TAINS WITH CHARCOAL ON A PIECE OF 
BUFFALO SKIN. 




JIM BRID6ER, BORN IN 1795, BEGAN HIS FRON- 
TIER EDUCATION AT FORT OSAGEIN 1810 AND 
LATER WORKED WITH THE ROCKY MOUNTAIN 
FUR COMPANY HE SCOUTED MANY TRAILS IN- 
„ CLUDING THE ONE THAT BEARS HIS NAME 
HE WAS SUCH A GREAT SCOUT, THAT THE 
U.S. ARMY LOOKED FOR HIS ADVICE IN FRON 
TIER MATTERS. ALIVE BRIDGES WAS A LEG- 
END, WHEN HE DIED, HE INSPIRED COUNT- 
LESS OTHERS TO FOLLOW HIS TRAILS. 



ME BECAME FAMOUS AS A MOUNTAIN MAN 
FDR ABOUT FIFTY YEARS HE TRAVELED ' 
OVER THE ROCKIES. SHOT BY AN INDIAN 
HE CARRIED AN ARROW-HEAD IN HIS ' 
BACK FORTHREE YEARS, AMD THE WOUND 
NEVER BECAME INFECTED, HE WAS THAT 
TOUGH/ 




Money Bock EgorontM: - JJ^gsJaSiSiiaiS'-J 



